bic?" Again I shook my head, "I speak all the languages 175
except Chinese and Japanese," he said, smiling again in
his strange way. "You're very intelligent," I said "Are
you an interpreter?" No, he was not an interpreter. He
smiled and lowered his eyes, "Have a drink with me?"
he said. I nodded.
Seated at the tabfe he began a long roundabout discus-
sion to find put what my occupation was. I told him I had
none. "You are a rich man, yes?" he said, his eyes gleam-
ing. "No, I am very poor. I have no money." He laughed
in my face, as if the very thought were absurd. "You like
women?" he asked suddenly. I said I liked them very
much, especially if they were beautiful. "I have a friend
—she is very beautiful," he said immediately. "We will
go to see her—now, as soon as you have ^finished your
coffee." I told him I didn't care to see her right away
because I was going to bed soon. He pretended not to
have heard me correctly and went into a long rhapsody
about her charms. "She must be very beautiful," I said.
"Aren't you jealous of her?" He looked at me as if I
were slightly cracked. "You are my friend," he said. "She
will be honored to see you. Let's go now," and he started
to rise from .his seat. I sat there as if made of lead and
looking up at him I blandly inquired what day it was. He
wasn't sure—he thought it was Tuesday. "Ask"the
waiter," I said. He asked the waiter. It was Tuesday all
right. ""Well," I said, slowly dragging it out, "I shall be
busy until Thursday a week from .now, but if you are
free Thursday evening, Thursday the I7th, I'll call' for
you here, about ten in the evening and we'll go to see
your friend" He laughed. "Come, we'll go there now,"
he said, taking me by the arm. I remained seated, allow-
ing him to hold my arm which had become as inert as a
stove-pipe. "Fm going to bed in a few minutes,* I tie-
peated calmly, "Besides, I have no money—I toM you, I

